TROUBLED  WATERS

salute.   We are very much pleased to make your acquaintance and
know your good manners.

As regards the Fadhli Sultan and his party we request you kindly
allow them to go to 'Ubar ash Shab'a without meeting us.

I thought from this that Sultan 'Aidarus was going to prove somewhat
'intransigeant," but decided it was wiser to go alone to Husn Halima. I
asked the Sultan to remain with his party at 'Ubar ash Shab'a where I could
send for him if it was possible. As we drew nearer the Husn standing on
its hill, D. and I and 'Ali 'Abdulla and two guides gradually diverged from
our main party and made for it. As we approached we were challenged
from the fort and our guide shouted: "It is the Government," A burst
of rifle fire followed and a salute of five guns was fired. When we arrived
at the foot of the Ml we learned that the Sultan was not there, but he soon
arrived to receive me very cordially and with more firing of guns.

Sultan 'Aidarus bin Muhsin al Afifi, Sultan of the Lower Yafa'is, is a
good-looking young man in his early thirties. He impressed me at once
as being more cultured than most of the people we had been meeting of
late. He looked intelligent, his manner was easy and assured, and he was
not fulsome in his speech. I was struck with the hold he appeared to have
over his men, He had come down from his residence at Al Husn, a town
some five or six miles away, to meet me with five hundred men, and, if
such words can be applied to a body of uadrilled beduin, they seemed
disciplined and well-ordered, obeying at once any command he gave
verbally or by sign.

'Aidarus was well dressed, if not over dressed, for the Heat by now was
terrific. He had a brown silk turban wound high in the Lahej fashion,
and wore a long Indian pattern heather-coloured coat close-buttoned up
to the neck. Beneath this there showed a white lace tunic reaching to
below the coat, which was almost down to his knees, and his trousers were
black velvet. A pair of brown shoes finished the costume, but he had a
dagger well ornamented with gold in his sash at his waist. He was riding
a small bay horse*

We had planted yourselves under the onlf bush in the neighbourhood
large enough to give shade and as he approached I went forward to meet
him. He dismounted and we shook hands. Somehow we managed to
dispense with the usual polite nothings and merely expressed pleasure at
meeting each other. One of his followers came forward and spread a
rug under our bu&h. He introduced me to some of his principal